THE NIGHT MAIL AND A FLOOD

would land at our old friend Kasr Kharana if darkness
came down upon him.

After this I suffered from a piece of over-confidence.
The sky was covered with a sheet of various forms of alto-
cloud, which brought the twilight on earlier. The sun
sank in bronze and red through the grey and purple
clouds. A solemn hush crept over the sombre landscape,
which I felt even through the insistent boom-boom of the
two Lion engines. I was accustomed to get my direction
from L.G. D by pointing at the southern end of the pools
at Azrak, which brought me out at Kasr Kharana. I
did this, not realizing that the autumn rains had swollen
and extended the pools far south of their normal orbit.
I had a feeling that I was going too much south-west,
and my compass also showed this, but, like a fool, I did
not trust it. As the desert was rapidly getting dimmer
in the failing light, I should have been wise to stick
faithfully to the track, even with the difficulty of following
it up to the landing ground at Azrak and out of the loop
again towards Kasr Kharana, Anyway, I left Azrak
behind and made towards the darkening ridge of the
Jebel Mugher.

Now the curious thing about this tract of country is
that its conformation is spiral, like a maze, and there is
no line by which one can orient oneself. One looks and
makes sure from the line and flow of the hills that Ziza
must lie there ; and one looks again, and it might be in
a dozen directions, and when one finally does light upon
it, it is usually as much as 30 degrees off the bearing
one has made certain it lies on. On this occasion I kept
looking for Kasr Kharana, thinking that some last ray of
light would bring it out of its hiding-place. But I did
not come to it, and after a bit I knew from the time it
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